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Even WHEN А COLLEGE а IN THE BIG 
TONIGHT 


2 DINIT MAKE 
THE TEAM. 


3 TUO. 
2997 SAD, NOT TALES ENOUGH, 
NOT HEAVY ENOUGH. 


DOY NAME 18 MICHAEL TREE, Nor 
NOT MER. МОТ THAT “El 
MIRE HAMMER" VOL VE READ ABOUT 
INTHE PAPERS (PARTICULARLY JF 


VEE AN "INGLARING MIND THATË 
пир TO KNOW.” CHECHE = OLT = LANE 
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10 даз. 

ARE WE GONNA “ec a = 
Py PUT е WITH THAT 0, тече то A 


^ EBOPY OUGHTA DO SOMETHING 
ABOUT THOSE РАСЫ," BILLY SAID: 
NGUYEN I Bhi, "NEVER MIND THEM... 
| MUST BLOW IT ОРЕ...” 


DONT REMEMBER GAVING THE 
THINGS THEY BAY FD SAP. T DONT 
REMEMBER MUCH APT Era I GOT 
THAT GUY EN THE сор... 


М NAME 18 MICHA: “= A LONG TIME, MIKE HAP HAP A TUTOR. 
MA: HAND, 


12 
VÆRE 
ONLY CHILE (9 MV: 
ITS ДИДУ BEEN Å LITTLE STRA 
BETWEEN US. 


«ўў [57 


JANE WAS INJUBEP» WE 
MATE 


FOR HIM —— AN. T 
TË THE "PRINCHPAL‘S OFFICE.” 


TE, DEAN OF MEN SHOOK HANDS WITH ME, HS F ARE THERE GOING 
HANRSHAKE WAZ AS FIRM AS див TIGHTLY DRAWN TO BE ANY CHARGES 
EXPRESSION, HEASKEPME TO SIT DOWN, FLEP Z 


и BROKE 
eier oy HAP TO BE zw 
"THANKFULLY, THE ке Пи 

WAS ABLE TË pA TËR THEM Li 


WHAT. Бачу UNDERSTAND 
au 729 E EEE 
RULE эс 


BOY WASNT 
ee віта D ДЕВА 
MIKE MIGHT 


JA 
HAVE KILLED WM. 


“ро YOU HAVE ANY IPEA WH) 
STEPSON Бата 


HATRED + 

NCES e АРА B 

MIKES Fri eas BAITING ра пие. AND HE 
FRIEND: AND YOUR STEPSON WAS SHOUTING 
PECIVEPLY жоғы. HOMOPHOBSIC LPF Lx sa 


M DE шут SL WAS INVOLVED? 
IT. SHOT THAT SICK 
BASTARE, НЕ KILLED 
SEVEN TES 
TË PAE DONE WITH THEM. " 


SEE AKA Кек 
“ИЛА THE WAS HE mose | 
атам, [ ШЫДА? Få ET HË Mi 


GOTTEN THERE, Fl E ЕАМ fe BUT “E WITNESSER 
IBLE 7 Ae. AOT THE LENET 


MIKE NEEDS GBUNSELN «е Ma TREE; 
HE OBVIOUSLY HAS A са Е RAGE 
E ЕР UPIN HIM. ради Se и you 


брама, WHICH AY т NEED ха Be 
APPREGSED. 


IT BEGAN TWO YEARS AGO. "THE EDITOR WAS A YOUNG MAN NAMED 

HERE ON CAMPUS... А DLE A РЕН BEANT A TALE 

LITERARY MAGAZINE WITH МАМ WHO HAPPENS BE GAY AND WHO 

FULL COLLEGE APPROVAL. Fe THE BLADE WITH ОТЫ LIKE 
HIM.” 


“ 
SOON) RATHER 7 GAY MATERIAL 
BEGAN APPEARING IN THE LAPIS E 
FICTION, PHOTOGRAPH S MILITANT EDITORIALE. THREW 
THERE WAS, SMALL WE SAY, ASPLEASURE THEM OFF CAMPUS. THERE WAS QUITE, 
EXI BY CERTAIN KEY ALUMNI - 7 А FUSS... THE A.C.L. U. ват INVOLVED. * 
E 


SOMEHOW BRAIT ACQUIRED THE ME, TREE -- GRAIT MADE HIS MARIS WHEN 
GANGA SACI NE TË CONTINUE. He STARTED MUCKRAKING TACTICS `... HE 
ALL BUT INVENTED? THE CURRENT 
by PRACTICE OF “OUTING,” 


WHE RULE BOY WRITES FOR GRAT ILAFZUM ve 
TE ро ¿MER BRE ON THIS Eras. үр BEST 
BRACE YOURSELF FOR REPERCUSSIONS. " 


COUNSELING. е! Багу BOB. YOU MEANS 
I PUT THE MEMORY OF 
IT" Sic FAGGOT 
BEHIND МЕ A LONG 
TIME Аво / 


НАРБ 
WHAT YOU WENT THROUGH, 
YEARS AGO, HAS... 


MIKE, BILLY BOB 
WASN'T А "FAGGOT ^... 
Е WAS A РЕРОРНИЈЕ 

р A ZERIAN 


| 


а] 


ESE 
Tie MS I WENT ON WITH MY LIFE, 
AND BUSINESS, AND ~~ FRRANKLYT— 
MIKE, JR. иде, PRETTY MUCH QUI. 
OF SIGHT: OUT OF MINE. 
= = 
Ед == КРЕ 


TPELEEFT 


| ШЕЛ 

ВВ E 
rara |) 
| ре, 


WELL, THANK. YLL, DEAN 
LVERI. THAT MUCH IS 
| A RELIER, AT Аму RATE 


NOBODY WAS HURT Вары, Ў 


INCLUDING MIKE, CAMPUS 
е LI parci ІТ” 


TRIE КО 
ТЕАТ АЙМ ШР, A 


| у 
BED 
ји 
“i Ё а 
у 
h 


uf! 


eras | Е 
OUT FOR МЕ ABOUT А TOOK, LIKE SOMETHING THE 
UWS GAY MAGAZINE В CAT DRASGE IN. 
PUBLISHED LOCALLY” E 

E BLADE. % 


ACTUALLY, НЕ ровам т 


Y I WANT. veu HELP 
IZTMENT. 


NEVE HAD HÆR ON THE 
LIST FØR A LONG TIME... 


зне NOTION IG THAT" 
YOUR FRIEND У A АЛУА е: 
Я EL. opes Dos E 


poor PË Ey 
SHOW) NE Bet 297,9 OF 
REALLY a 


МЕ (BEAD ABOUT TF 2 THING ET 

ITË АМ OUTRAGEOUS 

NACIÓN OF PRIVACY —— {TS A KIND 
OF INTELLECTUAL RAPE. 


"He 


А BASEBALL 
INFLUENTIAL INDUSTRIAL 


бор KNOWS ма? < 


i ern 


= 
R OGER, THATIG Барс ” 
TEND. “гаме” Hi NAG» 
4715 SILLY AND NAS: 
PARTICULARLY THE LATTER, 


LONDIPERING THAT E 
PARTY #5 CONE багна 2. 


N 


voup BE 
PUBLICLY PERCEIVED 
А5 CENEL 
уза LIBEL VANG, 
Your BE SAYING, че, 
IN EFFECT THAT 
HOMOSEXUALITY 
Те WRONG. 


if 


ШЇ 


WE HAVE A PROBLEM, 
E GUM AFRAD іт, THAT I WAS TO 
NCERNS YOU, AND РМ SECT IAN UPCOMING 
R SOUTING" FEATURE IN 


WHY THATS JUST 
SILLY, NATREE 


PL me А HE 
VA NOT. d =Z. 2 
Å LMA “YOUVE TRAVELED WT. ME 
REGENT WE BLN) ЕР TOGETHER 
faves At HAD А p o» 
помене; WITH A aN Nee 


I DON'T MEAN TO Sá 
А196 NA В 
SHOULD > Be ALTAE TO LÅVE. 

TE а Me EL Ве 


нача, Bey AREN SST 


BUT му PARENTS 


ME. TREE ВАТ THERE! 
Оаа THAT Ean 


ved vo HAVE, STYLE, 
| ца ALWAYS 
Г ABOUT 


IM NOT GAY, Т HAVE NOTHING AGAINST u 
HAVE NO PARTICULAR 


GAYS, 
Bei ABOUT. HOMOSEX! ALITY т 
ШЕ WAY OR ANOTHER 


LITTLE “INNOCENT ” 
BEE, Cee ON MURDER AND MAYHEM 
ER ODE MARE БАМа БА 
AND MES А FICTIONAL CHARACTE! 


АФ, 

you 
УБ AKE EZ 

COMES WITH THE TERRITORY. 


ARE NOT "CHARGES? MG. 
... BLADE FINDS NOTHING 
ALL. "WRONG" WITH HOMO! 
още CARE TË BRAND WURSELF 
AS ANTI-GAY, THATS UP To YOU. 


TREE 
AT 
EXUALITY. 


WE'VE DONE OUR HOME 
PHOTOS TO BA 


THIS 15 EXACTLY WHAT UM 
TALKING ABOUT Z YOURE INVADING 
THE PRI N WHO IS 
INNOCENT OF THESE CHARGES ? 4 


мат ANT Ii — 
М, N ar 


CALLED ME. Bu 
NOT WHY VM HERE. 


VERE THERE WAS SQMETHING I 
CILP IO. THE BLADE OFFICE 
Was LISTER N TER, BOOK 
YEE GRAIT WOLLE? 
MIKE -- TAKE WORKING LATE 
IT EASY, VVE سے‎ 
TË TO THE - T 


Е FRONT POOR WAS LOCKE! 
OULD SEE Å LIGHT ON ING! 
WBE THERE WAS Å BACK WA 


ALEX 
GRAIT Z 


EDITOR -|N- CHIEF 


AND IN THE PROCESS REMOVED ANY 
PRINTS THE HEAL KILLER MAY 
HAVE LEFT, 


== = 
19 k= 


ч 
NEITHER. You NOR I 

NOR ЕРНЕ HAS AN ALIBI 
FOR. THIS EVENING. 


KNEW. 925 AROUND SER. 
1 FIRST THING THE Aer MORNING M 


ёй ОБЕ HIM LEAVE, HAVE 
р ROGER MEET Mi 


DAN Al 
ЩЕ -- ANZ COME 
ALONG YOURSELF, 


т TOP ще PEOPLE YOU TAREATENEP HIM 
EN YOU, WENT EE SEE MINA VESTERTAY 
AFTERNOON s. å L7 THE FRONT OF HIS SHIRT 

WAS Bé BOUT ION. 


YOU ARE А BUSY GIRL. 
Pu vou eee німа 


IF I KILLED EVERYBODY 
JED, 


ve 


BASE, 
A BUSY GIRL. 


FE DIDNT. HE. DOESNT KNOW YOU'RE 
Å SUSPECT VET. BUT HE WiLL- 
en ENOUGH. AND HELL 
Е ONTO MIKE, ТОО, 


DEZE EE, pi А WAS 
224 IN HIB WAY. MEN иде 


COOP Å DETECTIVE AG ROGER. 
PALES HIM IN. 


=== SESONG 


=== THAT'S RË VERE PROPPI 
ў 2 da. у ANP ALL THREE 


У 


an I WANT YOU TO TALK 
RULE AND HIS 
FREND аса 
Е OTHER BOY INVOLVE? 
ЛЮ ЧАТ FIRST INCIDENT 
AT THE COLLEGE. 


Y 
7 ктр, MY NAMES THE POLICE 
ROGER FREEMONT, HAVE ALREADY 

абы SNAPE. PM Å DETECTIVE WORKING | BEEN HERE. 
5...2 THE GRAIT MURDER. 
| | 

| 3 à > 
NS 

| 


УМ AS 
Å FEN 


VAM АЕА? MR. DH... Й им ER пра REEMONT, ТЕ VM 
WHAT WAS Your NOT AT MY BEST. VVE 
NAME Z 2 FRIENDS IN RECENT YEARS, Ват 
DOESN'T ERA" EASIER. ANP 
NOW... THIS, MURDER. 


рговву TO Ре, INTRUFING 
сай WHAT I NEED 


Ni 
18 ANY INSIGHT 
Sod мант, HAVE ABOUT WHO 
К? tne о нар а, срам 


FOR ER ENS, T 
ў 


"1 LOVED ALEX, BUT I DIDN'T ALWAYS 
SELF-CENTERED 


“MR THOMPSON, 15 THERE ANYONE: 
пана аа vou SUSPECT ан 


“MR. FREEMONT I CAN GIVE You 
QUITE А LIST OF SUSPECTS., 7 


I RECOGNIZE YOU 
FROM THE PAPERS. 


и 
кбит HAM MAN 7 


LL, ИМ NOT У HELL мо, NM NOT INTERESTED 


wet луі 
LEFT-HAND MAN. THATS FOR IN HELPING THAT FASCIST BITCH 
ANP HER BULLY- STEPA, 


YORE GOING TO HAVE THE COPS WILL. BE LOOKING 
Your WORK CUT OUT. INTO THEM. WHAT PO you 
. ALEX НАР А KNOW ABOUT THE SUBJECTS 
те, ENES. OF FUTURE “OUTINGS” 2 
MO WANT | 
FIND ALEX GRAIT'S 
KILLER = 


"COMMON Pi jey” 
ISN'T Сълне 


"ИЕ NEVER 
| INON, 7 


HE SAP, 
"THÉ FILES 
WERE 


ME TREE ЭАР I GEER KEEP Å LOW 
PROFILE, £ ر‎ T VINE, BUT 

% ЫЫ жў KENI, OUT. го GRAB A 
TER Му LIST ELAS 


Ў мне WANT: 
те Ба vor 


ЖАНТЫК о 


I DONT WANNA EMBARRAGS 
FRIEND SNAKE, НЕ WOLLDN’T VANNA 
BE SEEN WITH A COUPLE OF FACETS 
LEFS TAKE HIM WHERE WE 
HAVE SOME галасу”. 


SQUEAL 
LIKE A PIG... 


ALLOW МЕ 
T TO INTRODLICE 
MYSELF: 
BRYAN HAND. 
TUTOR. 


THESE INITIAL LESSONS 
ARE OFFSREP ON А 
FREE-TRIAL BAS! 


Beatty ERE IND, 4 


RE YOU At 
IGE LADY 


jë AREA SIGHT | 
on EO MEAN 
“SORA? 


FURTHER LESSONS 
WILL, VM AFRAID, 
2657 You. 


pa wi 
GET you 
MY 


Е NEED TO 


U TO HOSPITAL 
BOY F 


UM Етте, 


USED 
I HEAL т 12. 
EVERYTHING Вит. 
MY PRIDE, 


LIR EPMUM HIRED ME ON е Е VE BEEN MORE ДЕ EE 
E a! FTER YOU. VYE BEEN sour FE I WOULD HAVE BEEN ABLE 
TO ITER NER, WITH THOSE 
BLACK- JACKET БОКЕ. 4 


А Ds = 
TO INVADE YOUR PRIVACY. 


. MAYBE IT'S TIME I 
THAT MY STEPMOTHER, 


AND. 
ACT 
48 ON MY SIDE.” 


Ser = 
INTEREST INI 
STEVE SIMMONS. Mi 
MA E 


JËS LONG AFTER BUSINESS HOURS: BUT WEP 

AGREED TO MEET AT THE OFFICE, AFTER WED 

EACH GONE OUT TO INTERVIEW OUR RESPECTIVE 
LEADS. ROGER WASNT BACHE VET. 


ALEXANDER GRAIT 
WASN'T AS YOUNG 
сек! 


AS HE L ED. 
HE WAS PUSHING 
THIRTY. 


SIMMONS THOUGHT 


Кесе GRANT 
WAS А РНОМУ NAME, 


WELL. 
HIS N. 


„ НЕ CHANGED 


AME LEGA! 


= 


LEY 
ст 


ANK you FOR 
= 
м 2 аса, 
АМР АГ HOUR see 


—— 


— 


вис! мам... ALTHOUGH, 
ND OUT OF be T'S FUNNY ISN'T IT? 
ESP YOUR VOCE DOWN. WALL- EVE NEVER BEEN 
Z THE KILS ARE IN BED. р ABLE TD РАМЕ CHILDREN, 


AFTER ALL. THESE YEARS, MRS. PRYOR, 
YOURE STILL CARRYING А LOT OF 
BITTERNESS. 


Look Who: 
TALKING, KËT Aay 
ITTERNESS 


THE FUNNY THING JS... / TO THIS HAY 1 BLAME THAT 

80 FUNNY... т LOVED ФОМ OF A BITCH AT 
E LOVE THE COLLEGE. 
HIM, I LOVED HIM 


NCE COLLEGE, SUCH 
SIN SETT MAN 
PRETTY. 


it THAT 
AR. HE WAS ALS STUDENT 
OWE 1 


'M SURE 


You eN 
IT STARTED, 


MADE A FEW. CALLS ON MY CAR 
7 В Ne бе TEM BROUGHT 
МО ANSWER. THE OTHER DID +++ А es = 
you HUSBAND'S I Е z = — 
STILL AT THE COLLEGE € ў IM 
THANK YOU... D № / 


ES NOT. HERE, MA TREE. ҖЕ, WORKOUT ROOM AT THE EXCUSE ME, AAAtAM-- 
HE SAID HE WAS MEETING TUPENT UNION WAS LOCKE THATS FOR STUPENTS 
ER AT THE BUT THERE WAS LIGHT COMING || ONLY... MALE 
PROM UNDER THE DOOR STUDENTS ONLY -— 


AS 


WE CLOSED UP 
HALF AN HOUR AGO. 


Y WAS GOING TO BE THE 
ECT OFAN "OUTING ARTICLE 
LITTLE WORK: N CALVERT. ++ I 
You'Re RIGGING FOR HIM 
WOULD SUIT ME FINE. 


DIP YOU... DIP YOU | NO. BUT I CAN IMAGINE IT; | "MY INVESTIGATIVE STAFF 
SEE THE MATERIAL UM SURE YOU'VE BURNED AND I KNEW ATLEAST 
IN GRAIT/S FILE Z THE MATERIAL. IN THAT FILE... EDUCATOR! WAS IN 

қ £ OF COURSE THERE COULD BE 
А PYUPLICATE SOMEWHERE: 


YOU YOURSEL 
WITHIN, TË PROTECT YOUR: 
WERE YOU LOVERS т 
PROBABLY 


THEN WHEN HE LEFT THE STRAIGHT 
IF; Ер СОМЕ Få BACK. TO GRAD. 


WITH THE BLUE 
THROWN OFF CAMPUS.” 


END? 
уон. haere Dt NA. ME, ТОО. 


дыр HOW CAN YOU BE SURE, MAYBE RULE CONFIDED? 
ФЕД ON HE SAFE BENT IN АЙЛ... AND MAYBE GRAT 
SEE THAT М. = WHAT Cone DED IN HIS CURRENT 
ABOUT Kurs "PREND LOVER, Bil THOMPSON... 
STEVE SIMMONG F LET'S SEE- ПАД 
LEAST ENE MURDERS. 


£ EA A WIFE. = Lee i و‎ 
1 Love 


Зина. ЖЕТСЕ wolle D HAVE 
PESTROYED MY FAMILY! 


em m 
№ то WASTE- 


PEOPLE IN GENERAL ARE 
PRETTY, LOT MIKE, 
А oor Wie ат PARAIT 
мат FIGHT... 


BUT THAT'S BESIDE THE POINT. THE FACT 
IS т AM "ONE OF THOSE PEOPLE." МОМ/-- DO 


YOU IMAGINE THAT A 
Е HAS NO 
FAMILY, 
INSTINCTS 


ж” TWENTY-FOUR HOURS LATER... | 


ONCE AGAIN, THEM. 
NAMED MIDNIGHT iS P 
22242. Я 


МУ SON 15 THE ONE 
THE POLICE CALL THE 
CANNIBAL I'VE 

KNOWN HIS SERET 
ALL MY LIFE 


WHEN HE WAS SIX HE 
DESTROYED HIS SISTER S 
САТ AND THEN 47 IT 
IN FRONT OF HER IN 


A KIND OF FRENZY Т 
STILL REMEMBER THE 
BLOOD ALL OVER HIS 
FACE AND THE SICK 
WAY HE GRINNED 


DONALD FINDS HAS VICTIMS BY PLACING ADS IN THE 
PËRSOVALS COLUMN HEG LOOKING FOR WOMEN WHO 
um 
ма ha 
pt? 


уме“ 
ДА 
of 
po 


IF I TELL THE ALME WHO 
MY SON 1S, THEY LL. KILL 
HIM. BUT YOU COULD 
FIND HIM AND LET МЕ 
FLA TO HIM, THEN 
TURN HIM OVER TO 
THE AUTHORITIES 


ZEOMAS WAXSMITH KNOWS: 
THAT THE CARO MENE 
ТЭМА WIL HELP» 


F 
// * он: JOHNNY, T WISH 
| YOU WERE HERE TONIGHT SHOULD I TELL 
INSTEAD OF MY CREEPY HIM ABOUT THAT. 
INI LITTLE INFECTION. 
ITS MOSTLY GONE 
BY NOW... 
T KNOW WHATS: 
GOING ON, YOU BITEH 
YOU THINK T DON'T? 


I WISH SHE HAD 
BIGGER BREASTS. 


HE'S GOT SUCH 
FISH 


ТП REALLY GLAD YOU ANSWERED THE AD 
TM HAVING A HARRAH. TIME 


ROM HE Moos OF A SLEEPLESS NISHI.. || å 
HINES ABOUT THE WOMAN 


A 
ANAC WARSI (HET IN THE ЯМ ^ THE BADLY BUTCHERED BODY OF 
З WINONA KENT WAS DISCOVERED ON: 
WORTHERSTERN ROADSIDE THIS 
Magie, PAICE RELUCTANTLY 
ICANOWLECGED THAT PARTS OF 
HER BAR WERE CHNNIBALIZED.. 


JØDER mar NISHI, RECUPERATING Pr 
CRASH, ПИРАТ PË 


T'VE HAD EVERY BABY, LISTEN MÆRGE HAVE 
CHICK IN HERE WORTH 
AVING 


м | SY BA’. WE САН PUT IT 


BACK TOGETHER AGAIN 
сь JUL, Т KNOW WE 


HE WAS NICE ENOUGH 
TO LET ME TALK TO 
YOU BEFORE HE TURNS 
YOU OVER ТО THE 
(2222 


(ЕТ COULD 

ая TT TO 

YOU, DAD, Т 

WOULD. THEN 

T'O EXPLAIN 

IT TO пиете, 
тос 


АЦ. І CAN TELL 
YOU в THAT I 
HAVE THIS 

WEB. THIS 
COMING 

I WANT SOME ANSWERS: 

DONALD. THE SAME 

ANSWERS I'VE WANTED 

ALL MY LIFE 


L DON т WANT TO 
LIVE MY LIFE IN A LOONY 
BIN. YOU'VE @ 27 TO 

HELP ME ESCAPE 


MY SON AND І LØVE HIM 


IAAL ТО HELP HIM ESCAPE. HES 


В | ` Tima zer N 
I DON'T DEGERVE 
Е Å га TO LIVE! I CAN'T 
4 G LIVE IN, PADOEO ДИ 
= = CELL! E 
SS 


павай 
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Dear Max and Friends, 

‘Okay, ГИ айаш that when I saw the 
cover and splash page of MS TREE #2, my 
first thougbt was, "Ob, по, not another 
Satame cult story ” I shonid have known 
better 

I was geitmg sick of the widespread 
Satan-paranoia gapping tius country (carried 
to extremes when parents’ groups recently 
hud Halloween decorations removed from 
public classrooms), and was pleased to see 
эл antelligent treatment of Satamsm and the 
fear t inspires n others 

I'm a Сапзпап (Lutheran) myself, but 
I've always been bothered by the intolerance 
of my more vocal brethren, however, I've 
never been able io understand why anyone 
would worship Satan Wicca, which шо 
many people lump together with Satanism, 15 
an entirely different matter, because 1115 not 
at all related to Chnsbamty But as for 
Satanism [could never imagine why (apart 
from rebellion against tradbonal values) 
anyone would choose to worship the symbol 
of evil. 

"The Devil's PunchbowE” provided а 
logıcal rationale for Satan worship Icon 
understand how some people would scc 
Satan as а Prometheus figure, the provider of 
divine knowledge 1 sull don’t agree, but 
now І can understand why others might. 

‘Mand yon, І wasn’t entuely pleased wath 
the story І found Jamchek to be just another 
stereotypical Fundamentalist, 2 caricature 
which is rapidly growing bresome Of 
course, as I mentioned carter, the intolerant, 
hypacatical Christians also tend to be the 
most vocal. giving observers a distorted view 
of Chnsnanity Christians such as Jamohek 
do exist (to а lesser degree) but they аго still 
overused in fiction 

As a sidenote, I found Janıchek’s 
“philosophy” reminiscent of a quote by (I 
believe) Woody Allen “Chnst died for our 
sins, Dare we make hus sacntice useless by 
not Commuting them?” Odd how this adea 15 
funny m Alten’s hands, but frightening m 
Janıchek’s Of course, Woody had different 
"sins" in mind. 

1 must say that I'm а ile disappointed in 
“Midnight.” E can’t help but feel that the only 
season Midnight was chosen for revival зза 
“дия, gritty” crimefighter ts bts nime This 
incamanon bears absolutely no resemblance 
io the onginal, whichis good tn a way Since 
its clearly a new character, 1t doesn’t really 
зуна comparson wai the ора] Н docs 
not invalidate? any of Jack Cole's classic 
stories. 


Ench Mees 
Emory University 
PO Box 21320 
Atlanta, GA 30322. 


Dear Max and Terry, 

А lutle better That's how I'd compare 
issue #2 to #1, But 15 Michael becoming a 
total vigilante now? I hope not, but tt 
certainly seems that way Also, maybe I'm 


just remembering wrong, but I don't 
remember seeing thought balloons used ш the 
old senes, as they were іп thts issue If Pm 
femembenng сат, thee а reason for 

1 do hope you are able to vente the eter 
columns, ns І always enjoyed your columns 
ın the рің Plus, Mr Gold doesn’t seem to 
be able to appreciate simple sarcasm. 

The "Midnight" story sucked It was full 
of meloórimatic chchés 


Fred Avenck 
32-11 75th St. 
Jackson Heights, NY 11370 


Jtis well-known that Mr. Gold prefers 
complex sarcasm. 


Dear Editor, 

Ms. Tree 15 a mgger-happy harpy Time 
magazine wouldn't have ıt any other way 

Time wams the United States government 
to seize ths runs of sts cinzenry 

Therefore DC Comes — an apple 
polishing subordinate of Time — advances 
this totalttarıan gos! by sboweasing m 
atonal pnvate gun owner опе Ms Tree 

88090 Ms ‘Tree should use her gun 

only when she or another innocent person 
ight be Шей. 

Bur otherwise Ms Trec ought to use judo 
on her adversmes That's what Honey West 
would do 


Jchn Rohlfing 
13702 Gunther 5: 
Garden Grove, СА 92643 


For the record, DC Comics and Time 
Magazine are different divisions of Tıme- 
Warner; Time remains рагі of the old 
‘Time-Life magazine group, white DC is 
part of the Warner Bros studio. You 
know, the people who make the Dirty 
Harry movies. 

Loved the Homey West reference, 
though. 


Dear Mex, Terry Mike, etal, 

“There s so much to praise about the new 
MS TREE QUARTERLY, about сусгу MS 
TREE, in fact, that I hardly know where to 
begin So ГЇЇ just plunge tn, first уюк 
commendations to Mike Gold and DC for 
having the discernment 10 take on board the (1 
feel) most well-crafted and interesting comic 
book now being produced, 

Secondly, Е must state that one of the 
primary qualities that makes MS TREE so 
extreordanary ts the complete, complementary 
entwinement of writing and art, which 
produces s final comprehensive umty seldom 
paralleled. Tias is a genuine collaboration, 

Hence, it 1s not easy to pull out certain 
aspects to praise, as the whole 15 more than 
the sum of the parts (вв т all quality 


artwork) So, for the purpose of brevity І 
will unjusufiably залоге Max thts letter and 
concentrate on Terry 

"Two рош! stand out for me ya the art ın 
this issue, wherein ] see Terry really 
streichung, positively expanding hts previous 
work. One. the range of "character types" he 
employs, and two thc mpressive variety of 
subtle facial expressions he delineates 

‘A true strength of Terry’s art is that he 18 
working within а tradition, bat that’s the 
subject of another letter On to my second 

on We exist now in a comic art 
world where all cbaraciers seem to survive 
with only three expressions strazeht mouth, 
smiling straight mouth, and screamme 
Terry, however, is pushing and extending the 
mcdium. 

I must расе the cover While І feel the 
des of psinted covers 15 good, this example 
15 both not well painted, and msulüng Yes, 
yes, sex sells and 1 want MS TREE to 
Succeed. But tus adolesceni peepshow is not 
an keeping with the character of Ms Tree It 
smacks of so-called “adul” comics that are 
anything but that, bemg rather usually no 
more than gratunious puberty-sge soft pora 

Please don't go too far in the direction of 
cliché and thereby shenate a discerning 
audience I know yon may say this is = small 
point, but 1: 1s по! when MS TREE as 2 
package 1s always 50 consistent, This cover 
15 voycunshe, sexisı Hollywood, nem her m 
Keeping with our times пог witb Max and 
Тату, who have always managed to tnelude 
sex, bur am a more traly adult, mature 
fashton Рагцошапу they include sex in 
which Ms Tree 15 а knowing participant; this 
18 a world of difference 

1 must close with heartfelt complimerts, 
though, as the QUARTERLY as a whole 18 
so fine, Just stick closer to Max and Тепу'5 
vision 


Mark Staff Brandl 
Togzenburzerstr #00 
CH-9230 Flaw 
SWITZERLAND 


Dear Mr Gold 

MS TREE QUARTERLY God, those 
words sound beautiful 

T don't mind telling you, I've really 
mussed thts lady and ber hard-hutung detective 
work, her hard-line attitude towards ber 
enemies and Ше classic simplicity of the 
stones themselves 

When Renegade Press went under, and 
took the previous Ms Tree book with at, it 
was a low point 1n my fath in the industry as 
а whole 

When DC announced plans to revive the 
character, I could hardly believe tt Indeed, 
until [actually had thas first еше tn my 
hands, І didn’t really jet myself believe it 
DC, the only big publisher m America today 
that doesn’t enconrage creator-owned books 
as a rule, 15 picking up MS TREE? I don't 
recall hearing that Hell froze over or 


anything 


Бой, solid proof is solid proof, and I 
cani argue the fact that the book 15 here Сп 
glorious color) and the DC logo is sitting 
happily in the top left comer Besides, m 
100 jazzed to argue anyway the important 
tung 1s that she's back, and hopefully here 10 
stay 

“Thus firs* 15806 as withoat question one of 
the most pleasurable comics I've read in 
some time. Га forgotten over the lust few 
years just how good the MS TREE series 
Tooked in full color, and so seeing the color 
back an this first installment was something 
of a revalation I had also forgotren what it 
veas Ще to са an entre MS TREE story m 
one shot, unnierrupicd, BOY did it fest 
goodl 

I had been intending, when I started 
reading the eshe and thinking about the letter 
I knew I was gonna write, to ask that we 
hold a moratonum on any further 
appearances by the Muerta family for a while. 
I was beginning to thunk they'd beca done to 
death in the course of the previous book, and 
T wanted to move on to other things 

Those feclings are still there, but after 
reading this issue's story to ats conclusion, 
they've gone on the back burner as fur as 
Tm concerned, Ms Tree (and Max's} first 
pronty 15 to nail thts “don Donnie” creepatd, 
and пай him good. And [hope и takes at least 
three issues lo do tt, too. Make tum sweat. 

(Oh, sure, I know that vath quarterly 
publication and such a big chunk of story 
pages зп ench issue that you might find a 
continued story a httle daunting, but 1 think 1f 
you have a little farth in us diehard MS 
TREE fans we might surprise you with what 
‘we'll put up with ) 

‘As for the “Midiught” back up senes, so 
far ths first episode looks pretty good- but 1 
do hava осе or two minor quibbles For 
slarters, Газ not sure that I agree wath the 
concept of lus not saying anything even m 
thought balloons Even The Silent Клин pot 
to show us what he was thirking, and | think 
ıt adds to characterization LË wa сап have 


some insight anto а character's thoughts So 1 
tha you алй water Gorman could ease up a 
ше. 

Finally, as to the Mlustrsted Story: I like 
the concept. Every so often, prose is capahle 
of conveying things that we might miss Lf 
we're busy locking at the artwork, tt сап add 
Jevels of tension when we have to imagine 
what something, or someone looks like 
vosiead of being able to see ıt tn front of us I 
ulso Like the concept of having different 
characters grace the Illustrated Story section, 
und [look forward to all of the various ones 
you've promised us so far 

Pra glad Ms, Tree's back, and I'm glad 
DC's got her It shows there's hope for you. 
guys yet. 


David Резе 
4517 Birch Bark Rd. 
Concord, CA 94521 


Aclually, DC’s been publishing 
crealor-owned stuff for some time; 
SKREEMER and THE BUTCHER (to 
name but two) preceded MFQ, There will 
be a lot more a-comin”. 


Dear Respondent 

Please don’t hack MS TREE to death. TË 
you don't believe that villun Philmore 
Jamiehek and hus “Cleanse Bloomington 
Comnutice" m MS TREE QUARTERLY 
42's “The Devil's Punchbowl" by Max Allin 
Collins wasn't an umnspred rehash of 
Collins! own WILD DOG villam В Lyle 
Layman end hus Legion of Decency, then Td 
Бе cunous to know why not. Both made loud 
noises in public about morality, spearheading 
morality crusades, winle privately commuung 
murder and lechery 

One might expect that, of зі people, Max 
Collins would have learned the lesson of 
Bick Tracy creator Chet Gould's legacy a 
vanery of colorful villains 15 an important 


Lagiedient of success for à comix detecuve 
series (А quick check of the Batman's 
rogues gallery will show that DC certainly 
teamed this lesson) 

Since the flamboyant cartoonsness of the 
Gould stnp’s villains 15 not the distinctive 
charactensi of the villains m Collins’ DC 
material (hough Terry Beatty's depiction ef 
Jamchek was certainly а cartoon ог 
cancature), to what do the antagonists эп MS 
TREE QUARTERLY (and WILD DOG) owe 
ther distncaveness? Plot and characıenzatiun 
are the tools Collins uses to distngursh one 
vilian from another 

In the case of Jamchek and Layman, the 
similares ourwergh the differences Is the 
Collins well running dry, ot does he have а 
Шегагу obsession that's interfering with bus 
creative judgment? 

А vaneiy of colorful маде is important 
for, but not necessary to, success I've heard 
there's a seres of hooks called The 
Exccunoner that puts из protgomst against 
the same villains every episode, and Ms 
Tree's own Muerta vendetta was similar in 
content ta what Гус heard about that senes 
In both cases, however, а clear motivanon 
(revenge) was established as the premise for 
what ensued 

What was Collins motive in eloning 
Layman (Jamchek)? Laziness? Please don't 
hack MS TREE to death. 


David Malcolm Porta 
3215 19th Ave 
Sacramento, CA 95820-3801 


*e... 


NEXT SEASON: An old flame pops 
back Into Ms. Tree's life, as his wife's 
pilot М fuckers sut. Guess who's the 
prime suspect? Plus, another Midmpht 
thriller, of course, 


-- Mike Gold 


Part of him ached to leap 
m the boulders and join 
the chanting, dancing throng, who 

had resumed circling the fire clockwise. 
What if it were true, he thought. What if 


fell stlent. Спр- 

they could ban- 
ish the white T 524 тамын и 
Dan g @ Pi net decorated 
faith? Would the with cagle feath- 
buffalo return to ers, probably 
the prairie? The obtained in defi- 

Е ance of DNR 


white man's education couldn't entirely 
erase those feelings from his soul — there 
was something in every Lakota, probably 
in every human being including whites, 
that responded to the ancient call of 
faith, The white man had turned his back 
on mysticism, but the red man still clung 
to it — it was the cornerstone of a life 
rich in meaning. 


The dancing became more frenetic. 
Some young men threw themselves to 
the ground in a frenzy and writhed as if 
possessed. Others leaped high into the 
air, performing a complicated series of 
maneuvers before touching down. Occa- 
sionally a dancer would break from the 
circle to take a drink from one of numer- 
ous circulating bottles. 


Butcher thought about ditching his pis- 
tol and joining them — in their present 
state, they probably wouldn't notice. 
He found himself shaking his leg in 
time to the rhythm, and wondered 
again if Crippled Elk might not have 
real power — power enough to influ- 
ence his enemies. 


As the shouting and dancing reached a 
crescendo, Crippled Elk stepped out of 
the western darkness — stepped out of 
the black path of war and destruction, his 
hands held high. At once the assembly 


law. He wore the torn blue shirt of a 
South Dakota State Highway Patrol 
Officer which he had no 
doubt taken from one 
of his victims, and 

» wore to add the 

Ў copspower 


of pinbacks 
and decora- У 
tions hung from “Ча. 
the shirt, gleaming 

in the fire light. A pistol descended 
from his wide canvas belt in a black 
holster. The upper half of Crippled 
Е face was painted entirely black, 
from a line running across the bridge of 
the nose. In this black background, his 
eyes appeared preternaturally large and 
luminous, as if lit from within. 


“Brethren,” Crippled Elk rumbled in a 
voice like rolling thunder. “The one 
known as Crippled Elk has brought you 
this far, but in order for us to succeed in 
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driving the white man from the center of 
the earth, we need a great old warrior, 
one who is steeped in blood, one who 
will not hesitate! lt is no longer Crippled 


Elk that stands before you, but the Lakota 


war shaman Shatter Буе!" 


A column of flame rose out of the earth 
behind Crippled Elk, followed an instant 
later Бу a roar. Crippled Elk stood 
motionless before the fire, his hands 
upraised. 


“Shatter Eye!" a man shouted, and the 


crowd took up the chant. “Shatter Eyet 
Shatter Eye! Shatter Eye!” The throng 
began to circle the fire. Crippled Elk 
joined them, dancing with feverish aban- 
don. Faster and faster they circled the 
flame, their cries becoming incoherent 
until finally they sounded like the ululat- 
ing yips of a pack of wolves. 


Crouched among the rocks, Butcher dug 
through his pack until he found the pack- 
age of greasepaint, a Joker Halloween kit 
from Ben Franklin. Working in darkness, 
he smeared his face with bands of black 
and green from the hair- 
line to below the chin. 
He wore a shirt 
made of buffalo 
hide decorated 
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with por- 
cupine quills, indi- 
cating the number of raids in 
which he'd participated. He fixed his 
Colt in the small of his back where it 
was concealed by the shirts overhang 
and tied a red bandanna around his 
head. His hunting knife hung at his side 
in plain view. 


Lastly, Butcher removed three phospho- 
rus grenades from his pack. If Crippled 
Elk rode in on a column of flame, Butch- 
er would ride in on three. Silently, Butch- 
er crept from his hiding place, circled the 
eastern edge of the plateau, planting his 
grenades ten feet apart at the very rim of 
the rock, Butcher knew the burning 
phosphorus would keep them cemented 
to the rock until the phosphorus was 
exhausted, then they would tumble over 
the edge It was an old Special Forces 
trick. When he was satisfied that they 
were well placed, he ran from one to the 
next pulling the pins, then whirled to 
face the fire. Twenty feet away stood a 
sentry, also facing the fire. Butcher 
slipped silently behind him and applied 


simultaneous pressure to the 
man’s carotid artery anda 
nerve pressure point in his 
neck. Within three seconds 
E. the man was uncon- 
® scious. Butcher 
lowered him carefully to the ground. 


WHUMP! WHUMP! WHUMP! The 
triple shock nearly threw Butcher on his 
face but he recovered and stood tall as 
the chanting circle stopped and stared. 
Butcher could sec his statue, outlined as 
if at high noon, stretching toward the 
fire in the light of the phosphorus 
grenades. They burned for at least fif- 
teen seconds and were much brighter 
than the bonfire, or the gasoline fire 
Crippled Elk had used. 


In the moment of silence, as some Indians 
reached for their weapons, Butcher called 
out а loud, firm voice, "Lam Shatter 
Eye. Who steals my name?” 


There was a scrics of sharp metallic clicks 
as weapons were cocked. Butcher stood 
his ground, arms upraised, palms toward 
the fire. “I am Shatter Eye! Who steals 
my name?” 


Crippled ЕК quickly regained 
his composure, The bar- 
vel-like figure began 
to approach with an 
ominous rolling 
gait. Some Indians 
had circled 
behind him, but 
by then the 
grenades had 
exhausted 
themselves 

and tumbled 
over the rim 


Someone found 
the unconscious 
guard and shouted, 


At last Crippled Elk and 
Butcher stood face to face, It 
was appropriate that Butcher faced 
west and Crippled Elk faced cast, along 
the black path of war. Both men folded 
their arms across their chests and regard- 
ed each other as two mighty chiefs meet- 
ing for the first time, 


“Lam Shatter Eye,” Crippled Elk asserted 
in a steady voice, “Who are you?" 

"Tam Shatter Eye, little man," Butcher 
replied, adding the gratuitous insult, 


Crippled Elk stepped forward so that 
their faces were within two feet of one 
another, and spoke quietly in a voice 
meant just for him, "You're one very 
brave, crazy, and stupid mother. One 
word from me and you're a piece of 


Swiss cheese. Give me one reason why | 
shouldn't give it.” 


Butcher turned to address the crowd 
which now circled them. Incongruously, 
he thought of playing Marc Antony in 
his high school production of Julius 
Caesar, and how he had 
despised being forced to act 
in a meaningless white 
man’s ritual. 


“The little man has 
threatened to shoot 
me with the white 
man’s weapons! | 
have died 


why is the little 
man afraid to 
fight me? I 
would 
think him 
brave, 
to 
claim my name, unless he ва > 
faker, like the white man, and sought to 
trick you." Then he repeated the whole 
thing in Lakota. In Lakota, he asked Crip- 
pled Elk, "What is the matter? Don't you 
speak the language?" 


Grippled Elk turned on his heel and 
strode out of the circle, unaware that 
Butcher walked right behind him, “Shoot 
him,” Crippled Elk commanded, gestur- 
ing back toward the circle, surprised to 
find the circle empty, momentarily befud- 
dled by Butcher's disappearance. Butcher 
had turned behind him as expertly as 
Bugs Bunny avoiding Elmer Fudd’s shot- 
gun, His deft, ballet-like movement 


brought 
smiles of ` 
appreciation 
and a smattering of på 
laughter from the ~ 
onlookers. Wankan Tanka 
was smiling on his enterprise. 


г 


Grinning, Butcher said, "Why docs he not dë 


speak the language?” He repeated his 
question in Lakota. Several of the men 
understood and began turning to the oth- 
ers, explaining what he had said. Now you 
couldn't pay them to shoot Butcher. They 
sensed a challenge to their leader and like 
independent warriors everywhere, wanted 
to know the outcome. 


Crippled Elk sensed this turning of loyal- 
ties and reached for his pistol. Butcher had 
been waiting for the move and responded 
by whipping the butt of his hunting knife 
down on Crippled Elk's wrist with suffi- 
cient force to shatter an ordinary man's 
bones. Crippled Elk dropped the gun and 
swung with his left, a swift, brutal jab 
which Butcher barely managed to avoid, 
jerking his head back. 


Butcher danced away laughing. "Ah! І see 
the little man rises to the challenget” he 
said in Lakota. “Very well, little mani Do 
not be in such а hurry! | will send you to 
the land of your ancestors soon enough,” 
He was gratified to hear the men repeat his 
words in English. He could sense their 
growing doubt about Crippled Elk. Why 
couldn't the man speak Lakota? Who соп- 
trolled the magic? 


Carefully, Butcher raised his shirt to 
reveal the gun. Slowly, he unstrapped the 
holster belt, held it up for all to sce, and 
hurled it into the darkness. Men went after 
ıt at once. Butcher had deliberately chosen 
the heavy old .45 automatic because it was 
an antique — the type of gun Shatter Eye 
would have recovered from US, cavalry in 
the last decade of the nineteenth century. 


"This guys a faket” Crippled Elk shouted. 
"You know met You know what Ive-done 
for you — so he speaks Lakotai Big deal! 
How many of you speak Lakota? He's 
probably an FBI agent!" 


“Не calls me the fake,” Butcher shouted in 
Lakota. “He says its a trick | speak the peo- 
ples language and he does nott How stupid 
does he think you are? Enough talk, little 
тап! You claim to be me — show me. 
Shatter Eye is a great Warrior! The real 
Shatter Eye will kill the fake Shatter Eye!" 
It just slipped out and he was stuck with it. 
But somehow he knew these men wouldn't 
be satisfied with a best two out of three, 
nor would Crippled Elk accept defeat. 


They circled each other, lit by the bonfire 


and the light of the full moon. Crippled 
Elk removed the buffalo horn bonnet, 


handed it to Wesley Wilson, and drew his 


hunting knife, holding it low before him 

with the blade tilted up. Butcher knew he 
would have to sustain some injuries to 
persevere against an experienced knife 
fighter such as Crippled Elk. He held 
his own blade in a similar posture and 
they danced around each other, mak- 
ing tentative swipes. 


From the corner of his суе, 

Butcher could see Wesley Wilson 
peering at him, uncertain if he had 
been recognized. 


Crippled Elk committed himself to 
a forward thrust — Butcher 
wheeled to one side avoiding the 
blade with an aıkıdo motion, 
countering with his own knife 
inside Crippled Fiks armpit, But 
the shorter man was surprisingly 
quick — he clamped his arm 
down, trapping Butcher's knife 
hand. Crippled Elk slashed 
down, cutting through Butcher's 
pants. Butcher could feel the 
blade sliding off his shinbone. 


Gripping the back of Crippled Elks arm 
with his trapped knife hand, he simulta- 
neously worked the knife up into the 
shoulder blade while firing a vicious 
elbow strike with his free hand. Crippled 
Elks nose flattened with a crunch, but the 
shorter man did not even pause. With 
enormous strength, he reached across 
with his free hand, grabbed Butcher by 
the hair and threw him to the ground. 


Crippled Elk leapt upon the prostrate 
Butcher, who rolled out of the way, barely 
escaping Crippled Elk's knife as it thunked 


into the sandy ground. 
іп ап instant, Crippled 
Elk was after him, slash- 
ing the air before him like 
а semaphor. Butcher 
could feel his pantleg 
soaking wet, hoped he 
could end the fight before he 
was weakened by loss of blood 


Butcher grabbed a handful of dirt and 
threw it in Crippled Ев face. It failed to 
stop the war shaman‘ rush as he barrelled 
into Butcher's mid-section, carrying him 
to the ground with a bone-rattling shock. 
Their arms locked, empty hand against 
knife hand, one on each side. They rolled 
in the dirt, the blades dipping in and out, 
nicking an ear, a cheek, until both men 
were cut about the face, blood and sweat 
mingling with the smeared warpaint. 


Crippled Elk used his superior bulk to 
work his way on top. He held Butcher 
between his knees, forcing his knife, 
which was in his fight hand, closer and 
closer to Butcher's face. Many things 
flashed through Butcher's mind — his 
grandfather's gentleness, his mother's 
love, the cry of a hawk. Crippled Elk's 
contorted face changed to that of Ran- 
дай Corvus and back again. He flashed 
on a thousand things he'd learned and 
forgotten and this popped into his head: 
Do the unexpected. 


Without thinking, Butcher suddenly 
relaxed his pressure on Crippled Elks 
knife arm, while jerking the arm to the 
side and twisting his head out of the way. 
The blade scraped along his cheek, the 
knuckles mashing his nose, but the hand 
was where he wanted it. He clamped 
onto Crippled Elk's smallest finger, biting 
through muscle and gristle to the bone, 
feeling his tooth crack against the metal 
tang of the knife. 


Grinding and foaming bloody at the 
mouth, Butcher worked the finger until 
with a final jerk, it came loose. He spat it 
out, letting go for the shaman's knife 
hand and whipping his elbow back and 
forth across the shaman‘ face, which was 
nowa bloody mess. Again Crippled Elk 
raised the knife, blood running down his 
forearm and dripping off his elbow. With 
a massive effort, Butcher heaved him to 
one side, slid his knife out from under the 
shamans crushing weight, and jammed it 
into the floating ribs. 


The shaman refused. to die. With bull-like 
strength, he struggled to his knees, whip- 
ping his knife out blindly to ward off 
Butcher, spraying the crowd with blood, 
Butcher rolled away, got ta his legs and 


fired a vicious front kick into the side of 
the shamans head. Crippled Elk went 
down but again struggled up, this time to 
his feet, and lunged, hissing between his 
teeth. Butcher stepped to one side and 
brought his blade down in an arc across 
Crippled Elk throat. 


Crippled Elk turned toward him slowly, 
dead on his feet but not knowing it. His 
heart pumped hideous gouts of blood 
from the gaping wound as the shaman 
shuffled forward throogh sheer force of 
will, Holding his knife by the handle, 
Butcher sank to one knee and threw it 
into Crippled Elk's heart from а dis- 
tance of one foot. The blade sank 
halfway in — Butcher followed it with a 
palm heel thrust that drove ît the rest of 
the way in: Crippled Elk crumpled to 
the ground. 


Again the eerie silence as the warriors 
regarded him with a mixture of awe and 
suspicion. Wesley Wilson stood near 
the center of the circle, staring intently 
at Butcher. But the bloody, paint- 
smeared figure who crouched before the 
fallen body of their leader bore little 
resemblance to the biker in the Black 
Hills bar. 


Butcher looked up. All eyes were on him. 
They were waiting for something — it 
wasn't over yet. Rolling Crippled Elk 
onto his belly, Butcher crouched behind 
him, raising his head. by the thick hair at 
the front. With a deft slicing motion, he 
slipped his blade under the scalp and cut 
it free. Standing, he held the bloody 
scalp aloft, brandishing his knife in his 
other hand, 


"Do you see, my people? This is the fate 
of all false prophets.” 


Now the assembly had closed іп. There 
was absolute silence. As Butcher watched 
in horror, Wesley Wilson, who stood near 
the front of the mob, silently mouthed 
the words “Fat Boy.” lt was time to go. 


Butcher leaped into the air, turning 360 
degrees and yelping like a mad man. Bran- 
dishing the scalp aloft in one hand and his 
hand in the other, he ran pell-mell toward 
the eastern rim, yipping all the way. It 
took the mob five seconds to react. 


“After himi” Wesley Wilson yelled, and 
the mob surged forward. But by then 
Butcher had disappeared into the shad- 
ows. With quick, deft motions, he slipped 
on the parachute pack, tightened the 
shoulder straps and fastened the strap 
across his chest. Backing up, he sank into 
a runners crouch to get up momentum. ЈЕ 
he failed to clear the rim of the cliff by 
ten feet, he would be dashed to death on 
the jagged protrusions. 


The mob was now a hundred feet away, 
carrying torches and powerful flashlights 
and screaming like madmen, whether in 
approbation or anger Butcher could not 
tell. With a final ululating 

shriek, he sprint- 

ed to the 


edge and kicked off, disappearing 
into the void. 


The wind rushed around him as he strug- 
gled for the release. He had only six hun- 
dred feet to deploy the chute and land or 
he was a pizza. Suddenly his shoulders 
were snapped up and the strap tightened 
painfully across his chest, squeezing out 
his breath. The ground was coming up at 
an alarming rate. Using the two lines that 
controlled the vents, he steered the 
parabolic ‘chute counter-clockwise, cir- 
cling back toward the butte, trying to hug 
the sides on the way down. As he swung 
too far back, his feet grazed one of the 
jagged granite protrusions, sending excru- 
ciating pain along his injured calf. An owl 
flew by, hung in the air adjacent to his 
head and momentarily regarded him from 
a distance of ten fect. 


“Little brother,” Butcher nodded. And then 
he hit the ground, He rolled over a series 
of jagged rocks before he was able to stop 
himself. For a second he just lay there, try- 
ing to control his breathing and praying 
that he hadn't broken anything. “Wankan 
“Tanka, give me a break,” he muttered. 


Quickly, he gathered in 
the black 


parachute and sliced it into strips with 
his knife These he used to bind his leg, 
and some less sertous wounds on his arms 
and torso The rest of the parachute he 
tied in a bundle and carried with him It 
was nearly dawn by the time he reached 
his Fat Boy, hidden by a pile of tumblc- 
weeds in a draw a hundred fect from a 
dirt road 


Ignoring the pain m his leg, he reached. 
Perry Thigpens house on the Belle 
Fourche Reservation in two hours Still no 
sign of Perry The interior stank of stale 
liquor, beer, and cigarettes, and the scarred 
wood floor was covered with newspapers, 
gun, girle, and sports magazines 


Butcher took a shower, cleaned and 
bandaged his lcg He was trying to 
straighten out the mess in the living 
room when a wave of fatigue washed 
over him He barely made it to the sofa 
before collapsing 


Butcher woke to the sound of Perry's 
pickup laboring up the rutted drive. The 
truck stopped, the door slammed, and 
Perry thumped up the broken wooden 
steps and through the screen door He 
stopped in the middle of the room when 
he saw Butcher lying on the sofa 


“Man, you wouldn't believe what I saw 
last night” 


Butcher sat up, tried to stretch, but quit 
when the pain became too great “Whats 
that, man?” 


Perry stood stock-still in the middle of 
the room, peering at Butcher with fever- 
ish intensity There seemed to be 
smudges of paint or make-up around 
Perrys eyes. He stepped up to the sofa 
and looked at Butcher's bandaged leg 


“You” he hissed “You were on the butte 
last night! You tricd to kill Shatter Eyet” 


"What are you talking about, man?" 


“Why would you want to do that, John? 
Why would you want to kill the greatest 
Lakota leader in a hundred years?” 


Butcher sighed "Because, man, he's not a 
great leader He's a sucking charlatan, a 
madman, a screwball, and if you guys had 
gone ahead with his plans, you would 
have provoked a law and order backlash 
that would have set the Indian movement 
back a century.” 


"You're wrong, man You don't know what 
youre messing with You turned your 
back on the old ways and now they don't 
work for you But they work for us. I'm 
going to have to ask you to leave " 


‘What do you mean, Perry? What did 
you mean when you said І ‘tried’ to kull 
Shatter Eye?" 


“І mean after you leaped off the cliff, 
Shatter Eyes wounds closed. His hair 
grew back In one hour, we're moving on 
the Federal Courthouse in Rapid City — 
our agents are already in place” 


END 
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